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GARLAND 


OF 

NEW  SONGS. 

The  Raw  Recruit 
Major  Macplierfon 
Caleb  Quotem 

Young  Love  among  the  Rofes 


The  Raw  Recruit, 


BEHOLD  poor  Will,  juft  come  from 
drill. 

Not  long  ago  I  lifted  ; 

I  fold  my  cart  to  pay  the  fmart, 

But  money  they  refilled. 

I  can  t  tell  what  may  be  my  lot. 

But  think  it  mighty  odd,  fir. 

That  they  fliould  pop  a  lad  like  I 
Into  the  awkward  fquad,  fir. 

W-nh  sword  and  dagger,  belt  and  swlgger,  Tal  de  ral,  &c. 

I  wifh  I  was  at  home  again, 

And  got  my  working  clothes  on, 

My  greafy  hat.  as  here  it  fat. 

And  Sunday's  woollen  hole  on. 

But  at  command,  I'm  forc’d  to  ftand 
As  ftiff  as  any  poker  ; 

And  in  this  plight  wheel  to  the  right. 

Or  my  head  it  would  be  broke,  fir. 

They  break  one  $  head  with  such  a  kind  of  a 

Tal  de  ral,  &c. 

I  walk’d  and  run  with  Corporal  Fun, 

Tiil  I  wore  three  pair  of  flioes  cut ; 

And  got  fuch  knocks,  as  iho’f  i’  the  ftocks, 
To  make  me  turn  my  toes  out* 
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sB>  'gas 

G  !  y  3  r'n 

I’m  fure  that  they  can  mean  no  good. 

To  run  me  out  offireath,  hr  j  ....... 

And  then  this  thing  under  my  chin. 

It  throttles  me  to  death,  fir. 

And  some  how  or  other,  when  I’m  stuffing  the  victuals  down 
my  throat,  I  can’t  get ’em  down,  for  this  confounded 
>  Tal  de  ral,< &c. 

Here  like  a  maukin.I  mayftand. 

With  fingers  below  my  breeches. 

And  dare  not  even  move  my  hand. 

To  fcratch  my  head  where  it  itches. 

And  there  the  foap  and  Hour  too. 

Is  plafter’d  on  my  head,  fir :  !  ' 

But  tor  my  king  and  country  . 

I’ll  fight  until  I’m  dead,  fir. 

Ho;  God  bless  the  King  !  I’ll  fight  for  him,  and  fing  ' 

Tal  de  ral, 

If  Serjeant  Kite  informs  me  right, 

I  cuts  a  pratty  figure. 

And  why  mayn’t  l  in  battle  try ! 

Sure  I  Can  pull  a  trigger. 

It  is  my  will  the  French  to.  kill ; 

I’ll  do*t  with  all  my  heij.rt,  firj: 

A  young  recruit  might  chance  to  flioot  '* 
Great  General  Bonaparte,  fir. 

Why>  tkat  French  dog,  if  I  get  hold  of  him,  I’ll  give  him  such  a 

Tal  de  ral,  &c. 
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If  I  fhould  kill  this  great  Frenchman, 

My  country’d  be  befriended  ; 

’Twould  be  a  thunderbolt  to  France, 

And  make  the  war  be  ended. 

No  doubt  but  I  fhould  captain  be. 

Lord,  that’s  a  pretty  thing,  fir  ; 

I’d  tear  my  throat  from  morn  to  night, 
Shouting  “  God  fave  the  King  !”  hr. 

o,  God  bless  the  King,  if  any  body  fhould  meddle  with  hiii 
I’ll  give  them  such  a 'kind  of  a  Tal  de  rai,  &c. 

Zounds !  how  my  blood  begins  to  rife  ! 

It  fhows  that  I'm  a  Britain  ; 

And  if  the  French  fhould  dare  to  land, 

■  Huzza,  my  boys'!  we’ll  ipit  ’em ! 

Let  ev’ry  man  to  his  motto  hand. 

And  that,  you  know’s  a  lion  $ 

If  Eiijifhmen  go  heart  in  hand. 

Why  d — r«  ’em,  we  defy  ’em. 

Damn  the  French  dogs,  if  they  come  here, me  arid  the  braVj 
Volunteers  will  give  them  such  a  f  Tal  de  n;l,  &e,  i 

Far,  far  from  me  my  Lever  fits.  f 

FAR,  far  from  me  Vny  lover  flics — 

A  faith  Id’s' 'lover  he  : 

In  vain  iny  tears,  in  Vain  my  fighs, 

No  longer  true  to  me. 

He  leeks  another.  _ 
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Ae  ftill,  my  heart,  no  longer  grieve,  r 
No  pangs  to  him  betray, 

Who  taught  you  thefe  fad  fip;hs  to  heave, 
Thbn^nghiVtg  went  away. 

To  feek  another. 

Major  NLucpkerfon . 

•4  „/r  AJOR  Macpherfon  heav’d  a  figh, 
iVi  Tol  de  diddle. doi,  &c. 

And  Major  Macpherfon  didn’t  know  why  *, 
Toi  de  diddle  dol,  &c. 

But  Major  Macpherfon  foon  found  out, 

Tol  de  diddle  dol,  &c. 

It  was  all  for  M.ifs  LavAnia  Scout  *, 

Tol  de  diddle  dol,  See. 

Says  Major  Macpherfon,  I’ve  no  doubt, 

Tol  de,  &c. 

Pj-q  fcorn’d  by  M.ifs  Lavinia  Scout  ^ 

Tol  de,  &c.  ,  -V.  , 

And  fince  on  her  1  ftill  muft  doat, 

Tol  de*  &c.  ! 

I’ll  make  it  a  point -to  cut  my  throat. ! 

Tol  &v&c.  -  •'  *  • 

•  •  \  "*  .  :  f ;  i 1  tv 

Then  Major  .Macpherfon  took- a  fazp.r,  y 
,  Tol  de,  fc..-!  i  , 

And,  fays  he,  Damn  irje, «but  I’ll  ainaze  t\Qi' 

Tol  de,  &c.  ‘  " 
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_  i  , — my  hour  is  come. , 

■  •  ...  Tol.de,  &c.  ?  ■  >’  : 

Then  he  dresv  the  edge  acwCbj&s  thumb, 
Tol  de,  &c. 

And  flill  on  his  woes  did  the  Major  ham' 
Tol  de,  &c'.  1 

But  the  Mkjor  was  young  and  the  .rafzo 
was  {harp, 

Tol  de,  &c.  - 

No,  lays  he,— -to  kill  himfelfa  brave  mai 
{corns, 

Tol  de.  See. 

So,  inflead  ©f  his  throat,4 he  cut  his  corns. 
Tol  dc,  Sec. 

r '  *  v  > 

Caleb  Quote  nr. 

rv 

I’M  parilh-clerk  and  {exton  here : 

My  name  is  Galeb  Quotem  ; 

I’m  painter,  glazier,  auctioneer  5 

In  ftiort,  I  am  factotum  $  r  r 

I  make  a  watch — I  mend  the  pumps ; 

For  plumber’s  work  my.  knack  is  j 
I  phyfic  fell — I  cure  the  mumps ; 

I  tombftones  cut-^I  cut  the  rumps 
Of  little  fchcol-boyT  hC  ly 
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Geography  is  my  delight ; 

Ballads — epitaphs  I  write  ! 
Almanacks  I  can  indite  ; 

Graves  I  dig,  campact  and  tight, 
t  dufk  by  the  fire,  like  a  good  jolly  cook, 
fhen  my  day’s  work  is  done  and  all  over, 
ipple,  1  fmoke,  and  I  wind  up  the  clock. 
With  my  fweet  Mrs.  Quotem  in  clover. 
With  my  amen,  gay  men. 

-  Rum  quotem — Factotum  ! 

Putty  and  lead, 

Stumps,  rumps,— Mortar  he  thumps ; 
J<Wng>  hogging- 
Signy-poft  dauberry. 

Split-crow,  or  ftrawberry, 
Chizzle  tomb, — Frizzle  tomb, 

•  Going  !  a  going  !— Squills,  Pills, 

Songs  inditing — Epitaphs  writing,  *. 
Steeple  found — Corpfe  to  ground  ; 
Windfor  foap — Phylic  the  Pope: 
Home  hop, — Shut  up  fhop  ; 

Punch-bowl  crockery,  1  ! 

Wind  up  docker y, 
lany  fmall  articles  make  up  a  fum  ; 
babble  in  all— Pm  merry  and  rum  • 

®d  it’s  heigho  !  for  Caleb  Quotem,  O  ! 


Toung  Love  among  the  Rofes. 

Y  OUNG  Love  flew  to  the  Paphian  bowe 
And  gather’d  fweets  from  many  a  flower 
From  Rofes  red  and.  Jeffamine, 

The  Lily  and  the  Eglantine. 

The  Graces  they  were  culling  pofies. 

The  Graces,  &c. 

And  found  Young  Love  among  the  Rofe 
Young  Love  among  the  Rofes, 
Young  Love,  &c* 

The  Graces  they  were  culling  pofies, 
And  found  Young  Love  among  the  Rof< 

O  happy  day  l  oh,  joyous  hour  ! 
Compofing  a  wreath  of  many  a  flower ; 
Let’s  bind  him  to  us,  ne’er  to  fever, 
Young  Love  (hall  dwell  with  us  for  eve 
Eternal  Spring  the  wreath  compofes. 
Eternal,  &c. 

Content  is  love  among  the  Rofes. 

Yeung  I  ove  among  the  Rofes, 
Yeung  Love,  &c. 

Eternal  Spring  the  wreath  compofes,  r 
Content  is  love  among  the  Rofes.  i; 


FINIS. 


